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of   crazy-headed   comets  zigzaging  across   the Zodiac.  Doubtless the incontinent closing of the moon-flower   dailies   left  me   more  defenseless against these malign astral inroads, but the root of the matter is some sort of cosmic apoplexy or ear-ache of which I happen to be the centre. To Hav has the falling-sickness or the everlasting doldrums, and selects me to ache through — that is all.   If I were not precociously aware of the devices of his Celestial Completeness I should suppose quite simply that Chicago was boring me to death, that my work was meaningless drudgery, that the crowd of spiteful assiduous nothings that keep me from It (Ah, the vague sweet-shrouding mute arch vocable!) were tantalizing me into stupid rage, and stinging my eyeballs into blindness of the light. When in moments of weakness I transfer the blame for my inward dissatisfaction and disarray to outward things, I am on the point of trundling my little instructorial droning-gear into Lake Michigan, and stepping out west or south on the Open Road, a free man by the grace of God, and a tramp by Rachel's intercession.  But of course I know that I should only be changing garments, and that I should wake up some fine night and find my hay-stack
35e were awakened before dawn one morning by the bugles of a regiment passing up one of the narrow streets — a valorous music strangely impressive in that darkness and silence. Moody has commemorated it in the speech of the Third Youth in Act iv of the "Masque of Judgment":
